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22^ Peace I fay; good euen to your friend. 

And to you gentle Sir,and to you aH.i 
Rof. I prethee Shephear d, if that loue or gold 
Can in this defert place buy entertainment. 

Bring vs where we may reft our felucs,and feed: 

Here’s a yong maid with trauailemuch oppreffed,’ 

And faints for fuccour. 

Cor. Faire Sir, I pittie her, 

And wifti for her fake more then for mine owrtc, 

My fortunes were more able to releeue her: 

But I am {h<^>hcard to another man, 

And do not (neere the Fleeces that I graze : 

My maftcr is of churlifh difpofition, 

And little wreakes to findc the way to heauen 
By doing deeds ofhofpitalicie. 

Bcfides his Coate,his Flocfces,and bounds of feede 
Are now on fale, and at our fheep-coat now 
By reafon of his ab fence there is nothing 
That you will feed on: but what is, come fee. 

And in my voice moft welcome (bal 1 you be. 

Rof 1 What is he that (hall buy his flockc and pafturc? 
Cor. That yong Swaine thatyoufaw hcerc but crc- 
while. 

That little cares for buying any thing. 

Rof I pray thce.if it Band with honefiic, 

Buy thou the Cottage, pafturc,and the flockc, 

And thou (halt haue to pay for it of vs. 

Cel. And we will mend thy wages. 0 
I like this place, and willingly could 
Wafte my time in it. 

Cor . Affurcdly the thing is to be fold: 

Go with me, if you like vpon report, 

Thefoile, the profit,and this kinde of life, 

I will your very faithfull Feeder be. 

And buy it with your Gold right fodainly. Exettnt* 


cJTsjou like it. 


Seem Quinta. 


Enter, Amjcns, laqucs^ & other;. 

Song. 

Vnder thegreene wood tree, 

who toues to lye with mce } 

And tame his merrie Note , 

vntolhe fweet "Birds throte: 

Come hither, come hither, come hither : 

Heere/hall he fee no enemie , 

But Winter and rough Weather. 

I„q. More,more,I prethee more. 

Amy. It will make you mclancholly Monfieur laques 
Iaq. I thanke it: More, I prethee more, 

I can fucke mclancholly out of a fong, 

As a Weazcl fuckes egges: More,I pre'thee more, 
Amy. My voice is ragged, 1 know I cannot pleafe 
you. 

Iaq. I do not defire you to pleafe me, 

I do defire you to fing : 

Come,more, another ftanzo: Cal you’em ftanzo’s ? 
Amy. What you wil Monfieur Iaques. 

Iaq. Nay, I care not for their names, they owe race 
nothing. Wil you fing? 

Amy. Move at your requeft,then to pleafe my felfe. 
Iaq. Well then, if euer I thanke any man, He thanke 


you: but that they cal complement is like th’enT— 
of two dog-Apes. And when a man thankes me h° U " tCr 
me thinkes I haue giuen him a penie, and he rend , 

fir- 1 --—’ - -Wi 


Jirie 


! thinkes I haue gi ___ 

the beggerly thankes. Come ling; and you 
hold your tongues. WUn < 

Amy. Wei, lie end the fong. Sirs, couer the 
the Duke wil drinke vnder this tree; he hath bin li' ■ 
day to looke you. * * ( hi 

Iaq. And I haue bin all this day to auoid him. 

He is too difputeable for my companie: 

I thinke of as many matters as he, but I giu e 
Heauen thankes, and make no boaft of them. 
Come,warble,comc. 

, ? m £; Altogether hetre. 

Who doth ambition [hunne, 

an dimes to hueith Same: 

Seeking thefoodheeates, 

and pleas’d with what begets • 

Come hitheryCome hither,com« hither, 

Hetrefsall hefee.grc, 

Iaq. lie giue you a verfc to this note. 

That 1 made yefterday in defpight of my Inuention 
Amy. And lie fing it. 

Amy. Thus it goes. 

If it do come to pa/fe, that any man turnt Af (; 
Leauing his wealth andeafe , 

A flubborne will to pleafe, 

Ducdame, duedame , due dame ; 

Heerefhall he fee. gre/fe foole s m he, 

And if he will come to me. 

Amy. What’s that Ducdame? 

Iaq. Tis a Greeke inuocation, to call fools into acir. 
cle. He go deep e if I can: if I cannot,Ile raile againft.aU 
the fitft borne of Egypt. 

Amy. And lie go feeke the Duke, 

His banket is prepar'd. Sxtm 


Scena Sexta. 


Enter Orlando, & •Adam. 

Adam. Deere Maftcr, I can go no further 1 : 

O I die fpr food. Hccre lie 1 downc, 

And meafure out my graue. Far* el kinde mafter. 

Or/. Why how now Adam ? No greater heart in thee: 
Liue a little,comfort a little.checre thy felfe alictliii 
If this vneouth Forreftyeeld any thing fauage, 

I wil either be food for it,or bring it for foode to thee: 
Thy conceitc is neerer death, then thy powers. 

For my fake be comfortable,hold death a while 
At the armes end : I wil heerc be with theeprefently, 
And if I bring thee not fomething to cate, 

I wil giue thee leaue to die: but if thou died 
Bcforel come, thou art a mocker of my labor. 

Wei faid, thoulook’ft cheerely. 

And I le be with thee quickly: yet thou lieft 
In the bleake aire. Come, I wil beare thee 
To fome fhdter,and thou (halt not die 
For lacke of a dinner. 

If there liue any thing in this Defert. 

Cheerely good Adam. 


ExeM 

Seem 
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As you like it. 


m 


Scena Septiwia. 


Enter Duke Sen.& Lord , like 

I thinke he be transform d in.o a be 

iiLiefcordy difeord in the Spheares: 
gSSSShim I would l’peake with him. 

Enter laques. 

i y j . Hefauesniylafoorbyhisowneapproach. 

n* Sen Why hoyv now Monfieur, what a life is tms 
That your poore friends mutt woe your companie, 

VV ;? y A Foole^afoole!I met a foole i’th Forrcft, 
t motley Foole (a miferable world:) 

. , i 0 Hue by foode, I met a look, 

Wholaid him downc, and bask’d him in the Sun, 

And rail'd on Lady Fortune in good termes, 
f„ e oodfet termes, and yet a motley foole. 

Good morrow foole (quoth I:) no S,r,quoth he, 

Si me not foole, till heauen hath fent me fortune, 

And then he drew a dial! from his pockc, 

And looking on it, withlaeke-luftre eye. 

Saves, very wifely, it is ten a clocke: 

Thus vve may fee (quoth he) how the world wagges: 
’Tis but an hourc agoc, fincc it was nine, ^ 

Arid after one houre more, Twill be eleuen, J 
And fo from houre to houre, we ripe^nd ripe, 

And then from houre to houre, wc rot,and rot, 

And thereby hangs a tale. When Idid hearc 
The motley Foole, thus morall on the time, 

My Lungs began to crow like Cbanticleere, 

That Fooles fliould be fo deepe contcmpbuue : 

And I did laugh, fans iiucrmiffion 
An houre by his diall. Oh noble foole, 

A worthy foole : Motley’s the onely wearc. 

Dn.Sen. What foole i$ this ? 

Iaq. O worthie Foole: One that hath bin a Courtier 
Andfayes, if Ladies be but yong, and faire, 

They haue the gift to know it: and in his braiue. 

Which is as drie as the remainder bisket 
After a voyage : He hath flrange places cram d 
With obferuation, the which he vents 
In mangled formes. O that I were a foole, 

I am ambitious for a motley coat# 

Dn.Seyj. Thou fhaltimuc one. 

Uq. It is my oncly iuite, 

Prouidcd that you weed your better judgements 
Of all opinion that growes rankc in them, 

That lam wife. Imuft haue liberty 
Wiithall, as large a Charter as the winde, 

To blow on whom I pleafe, for fo fooles haue : 

And they rhat are moft gaulcd with my folly. 

They molft laugh: And why fir muft they fo ? 

The why is plaine, as way to Parifh Churcb * 

Hee, that a Foole doth very wifely hit. 

Doth very foolifhly, al though he fm^t 
Socme fcnfeleffe of the bob. If not. 

The Wife-mans folly ifranathomizTl 
Euen by the fquandring glances of . the foole. 


Inueft me in my motley : Giue me leaue 

To fpeake my mindc, and I will through and through 
Cleanfe the foule bodie of ch'infefted world. 

If the v will patiently receiuc my medicine. 

Dtt.Scn. Fie on thee. 1 can tell what thou wouldft do. 
Iaq. What, for a Counter, would I do,but good i 
Du* Sen. Moftmifchecuous foulc iin^in chiding fin: 
For thou thy felfe halt bene a Libertine, 

As fcnfuall as the brutifh (ting it fclfe. 

And all th’imbofled feres, and headed euils, 

That thou with liccnfeof free foot haft caught, 
Would’ft tl?ou difgorge into the gcncrall world, 

Iaq. Why who cries out on pride, 

That can therein eaxe any priuateparcy: 

Doth it not flow as hugely as the Sea, 

Till that the wcarie veric meanes do ebbe. 

What woman in the Cirie do I name, 

When that 1 fay the City woman bcarcs 
The coft of Princes on vn worthy fhoulders ? 

Who can come inland fay that I meane her. 

When Inch a one as fnee, fuch is her neighbor ? 

Or what is he of bafelt function. 

That fayes his braucrie is net on my coft, 

Thinking that I meane him, but therein iuites 
His folly tothcmettleofmy fpeech, 

There then, how then, what then,let me fee wherein 
My tongue hath wrong’d him : if it do him right. 

Then he hath wrong'd himielfe : if he be free, 
why then my taxing hke a wild-goofe flies 
Ynclairo’d of any. man But who come hcie? 


M 


Enter Orlando. 

Orl. Forbeare, and eate no more. 

Iaq. Why I haue cate none yet. 

Orl. Nor (halt not, till necelfity be feru’d. 

Iaq. Of what kinde fliould this Cocke come of? 

SEu. Sen. Art thou thus boldcn’d man by thy diftres? 
Orclfcarude defpifer of pood manners, 

T hat in ciuility thou feem’ft fo emptic ? j 

Orl. You touch’d my veine at firft,the thorny point 
Of bare di(h ctTc, hath cane from n>e the fhew 
Offmpoth ciuility : yet am ] in-land bred. 

And know fome nourture; But forbeare, I fay, 

He dies that touches any of this fruited 
Till I, and my affaires are anfwered 

Iaq. And you will not be anfwer’d with reafon, 

I muftdyc. 

Du. Sen. What would you haue? 

Your gctitleneflefhall force,more then your force 
Mouc vs to gencleneffe. 

Orl. I almoll die for food,and let me haue it. 

T)u. Sen. Sit downe and feed,& welcom to our table 
Orl. Speakeyou fo gently ? Pardon me I pray you, 

I thought that all things had bin fauage heere, 

And therefore put I on the countenance 
Of fterne commandment. But what ere you 4rc 
That in this defert inacccffible, 

Vnder the fhadeof mclancholly boughes, 

Loofc, and negledT the creeping houres of time; 

If cucr you haue lock’d on better day es: 

If euer bcene where bels haue knoll’d to Church : 

If euer fate at any good mans fcaft: 

If cucr from your eye-lids wip’d a tearc. 

And know what Tis to pittie, and be pitried: 

Let gentleneffe my ftrong enforcement be. 

In the which hope, I blufb, and hide my Sword. 
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